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18 and Volſcian Senators, Lictors, Citizens, &c. 


The Scene partly at Rome, and partly in the —— 


of the Volſci. ; . 
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. 
SCE N E. A Stre t in Rome. 
Enter a company of mutinous Citizens. | 
1 Cite EFORE we proceed any further, hear 
| me ſpeak, | | 
All. Speak, ſpeak. a : 
1 Cit. You are reſ lved rather to die than to famiſh ? 


Ali. Reſolved, reſolved. 8 : 
1 Cie. Firſt, you know, Caius Marcius is the chief 


© enemy to the people. 


All, We know't, we know't. | 
1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our 


own price. Is't a verdict ? 


All. Let it be done, Away, away. Tx 
2 Cit. One word, good citizens: Would you proceed 
eſpecially agaiuſt Caivs Marcivs? . 

All. Aga:nft him firſt. He's a very dog to the com- 
monalty, b ” 3 

2 Cit. Confider you wbat ſervices he has done for 


his country? 


1 Ciz, Very well; and would be content to give him 


"4 good repo:t for't, but that he pays himſelf with being 
b proud. | 


All. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciouſly. 
1 Cit I ſay unto you, what he hath done famouſly, 
he did it to plezſc his mother, and to be partly proud; 


© which he is, even, to the altitude of his virtue. 


2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you ac- 


count a vice in him, You muſt in no way ſay, he is 


covetous. 0 3 : 
I Cir, If I muſt not, I need not be barren of accuſa- 
tions; he hath faults, with ſurplus, to tire in rep2tition. 


2 [Shouts within.) What ſhouts are thoſe ? the other fide 


o'the city is rilen, Why ſtay we prating here? To the 


All. Come, come. 

Enter Menenius Aprippa, and Marcius. 
Mar. What's the matter, you diſſentious rogues ? 
1 Cit. We havcever your good word. 
Mar. He that will give good to the:, will flatter 


* Beneath abhorring.—What would you have, ye curs, 


That like not peace, nor war ? the one affrights you, 
| | A 2 The 


- 
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Tue other makes you proud. He that truſt to you, 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you bares ; 
Where foxes, geeſe: Hang ye! truſt ye? 

With every minute you do change a mind; 

And call him noble that was now your hate; | 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter, 
That in the ſeveral p'aces of the city 

You cry againſt the noble ſenate, who, 

Under the Gods, keep you in awe, which elſe 
Would feed on one another? — What's their ſeeking ? 


Men. For corn, at their own rates: whereof, they ſay, 
The city is well ſtored. 


Mar. Hang em! They ſoy ? — __ 
They'l] ſit by the fire, and preſume to know TV 
| What's done 1'the Capitol: Making parties ſtrong, | 
Aud feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 


U 


Below their cobbled ſhoes. They ſay there's grain 


enough? 
Would the nobility lay aſide their ruth, 
And let me uſe my ſword, I'd make a quarry 
With thouſands of theſe quarter'd lives, as high 


As I could.pitch my lance. ; 


Men. I beſeech you, what ſays the other tr-op ? 
: Mar. They are diſſolved, © 

They ſay they gere av hungry; figh'd forth proverbs, 

That hunger broke flone walli that dogs muff cat-— 

Wich theſe ſhreds, That meat was made for mouths — 
That the Gods ſend net corn for the rich man only 
They vented their complainings ; which being anſwer'd 
And a petition granted them, a ſtrange one, 
To break the heart of generoſity, on 
And_make bold power look pale, they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o'the moon, 
Sbouting their emulation. s 

Men What is grantd them? 8 
Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms, 
Of their own choice. One's Junius Brutus, DIRT 
S:cinius Velutus, and I know 'not—— S'death, 
The rabble ſhould have fir untoof'd the city, 
E-e ſo preva ld with me ! it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For-inſurreQi::n's arguing. „ 

Men. This is ftravge. 


Mer. Go, get you home, you frag ments; 


- 


Enter © 


| 
VI 


+ 
* 
© 
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| Enter an Officer. 
Of. Where's Caius Mareius? 
Mar. Here. What's the matter? 
OF. The news is, fir, the Volſcians are in arms, 
Mar. Pm glad on't, then we ſhall have mean; wy 
vent 
Out muſty ſaperficity; | 
Euter Sicinus Velurus, Junius Brutus, and Cominius, 
* Com. Marcius, tis true, that you have lately told us, 
* The Volſcians are in arms. 
*# Mar. They have a leader, 
Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't, 
I fin in envying his nobility: | 
And were I any thing but what I _ 
1 would wiſh me only he. 
Com. You have fought together? 
Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears, and ne 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with bim. He is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 
Men. Then, worthy Marciue, 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe wars, 
Con. It is your former promile, 
Mar. Sir, it is ; 
And I am conſtant. Thou 
Shalt ſee me once more ſtrike at Tullus“ face. 8 
Man. O true bred! L 
Com. Your company to the Capitol; where, I know 
Our greateſt friends attend us. 
Mar. Lead you on. 5 
M: . Hence! To your bomes. Be gone. 


| T o the Citizens, 
Mar, N ay, let them follow; 7 


The Volſcians have much eorn ; take theſe rats thither 
Io gas their garners.” Worſhipſul mutineers, FR 
xz Your-yalourpurs well forth: prey follow. [ Exeunt. 
84 (Cs. ai Manens Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sic. Was ever man ſo proud as is this Marcius : 
Brut. He has no equal. | | 
Sic. When we were choſen W for che n . 
Brut. Mark'd you his lip and eyes? 
| r Nay, but his tauats. 
rut. Being moved, he will not ſpare to d be gods, 
The preſent wars devour him! tho is del 
Too proud to be vaſiant. a | 


ol : "Mie 


In auzht he merit not. 
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Sic. Such a nature, 


Tickled with good ſucceſs, diſdains the ſhadow 
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder, 


His inſolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. . 

Brut. Fame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he is well graced, cannot . 
Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by 
A place below the firſt : for what miſcarries 
Shall be the general's fault, tho? he perform 
'To the utmoſtof a man ; and giddy cenſure 
Will then cry out of Marcius ; O“, i he 
Had borne the bufmeſs! 

Sic. Beſides, if things go well, 


| Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Marcius, ſhall 


Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

rat. Come. 7 a 

Half all Cominius's honours are to Marcius, © 
Tho? Marcius earn'd them not; and all his faults 
To Marcius ſhall be honours, tho? indeed 


Sic. Let's hence, and hear 8 


How the diſpatch is made; and in what faſhion, 


More than his ſingularity he goes 
Upon this preſent action. OY 
Brut. Let's along, | | [ Exeunt, 
SCENE, Caius Marcius's Hoſe in Rome. 
| Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, ; 
Vil. I pray you, daughter, ſing; or expreſs yourſelf 


in a more comfortable fort, If. my ſon were my huſ- 


band, I would freely rejoice in that abſence wherein he 


won honour, When yet he was but tender bodied, and 


my only ſon ; when youth with comelineſs plucked all 
ze his way; when, for a day of king's entreaties, a 


mother ſhould not ſell bim an hour from her beholding ; 


I conſidering bow honour would become ſuch a perſon ; 
that it was no better than piQure-like to hang by the 


wall, if renown made it not ſtir, was pleaſed to let him 


ſeek danger where be was like to find fame. Jo a eruel 
war I ſent him; from whence he returned, his brows 


bound with oak, I tell thee, daughter, I ſprang not 
more in joy at firſt hearing he was a man-child, than 7 
now in firſt ſeeing he had proved himſelf a man. 


Vir. But had he died in the bulineſs, madam, bow 


then t = : 2 : 


_- 
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Vol. Then his good report ſhould have been my ſon. 


; a Hear me profeſs ſincerely Had I a dozen ſons, each in 
my love alike, and none lefs dear than thine and my 


Marcius, I had rather had eleven die nobly for their 


1 country, than one voluptuouſly ſurfeit out of action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to viſit you. 
Vir. geſeech you, give me leave to retire myſelf. 

Vol. Indeed thou ſhalt not. 
Methinks I hicher hear your huſband's drum: 
See him pluck down Aufidius by the hair. : 
Methinks I ſee him flamp thus, and call thus 
Come on, ye cowards ;* you <vere got in fear, 
Tho' ye were born in Rome: His bloody bro , 
With bis mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a harreſt- man, that's taſk'd to mow 


Or all, or I'fe his hire. 


Vir. His bloody brow ! Oh, Jupiter, vo blood !— 
Vol. Away, you fool? it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt his trophy. The breaſt of Hecuba, 
When ſhe did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lotelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecean ſwords contending.— Tell Valeria, 
We are fit to bid her welcome, [ Exit Gentle woman. 
Vir. Heavens bleſs my lord from tell Aufidiu: i 
Vol. He'll beat Aufidius? head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. | 
| | Enter Valeria. 
Fal. My ladies both, good da to you. You are ma- 
nifeſt houſekeepers. How does your little ſon ? 
Vir. 1 thank your ladyſhip; well, good madam. 
Vol. He had rather ſee the ſwords, and hear a drum, 
Than look upon his ſchoolmaſter. : | 
Val. O' my word, the father's ſon. Pl ſwear, tis a 
very pretty boy. O' my troth, I looked on him oꝰ Wed- 
neſday half an hour together He has ſuch a confirm- 
ed countenance, I ſaw him ron after a gilded butterfly; 
and when he caught it, he let it go again, and after it 
again ; and over and over he comes, and up again ; and 
caught it again; or whether his fall enraged him, or. 


— 


how *twas, he did fo ſet his teeth, and did tear it. Oh, 


I.warrant, how he mammock'd it ! . 
Hyd. One of his father's moods. 
Hal. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child. 
Vir. A crack, madam. \ 


B 2 Vir. 
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Val. Ceme, lay aſide your ſadneſs ; I muſt have you 
play the idle houſewife with me this afternoon. | 
Vir. No, good madam; 1 will not out of doors. 
Val. Not out of doors? ; 

Fol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall. | 
Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience. I'll not over the 
threſhold, till my Lord return from, the wars. 

Val, Fy, you eonfine- yourſelf moſt uni eaſonably.— 
You would be another Penelope. Yet they ſav, all the 


 » yara ſhe ſpan in Ulzfles's abſence, did but fill Ithaca 


full of moths. Come, come, you ſhall go with us. 
Vir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed, I will 
not forth, > (> | | 
Fal. Ju tfuth, la, go with me, and I'll tell you ex- 
ce:lent news of your huſband. | 
Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet. 
Val. Verily I do not jeſt with you. 
Vir. Indeed, madam ? ef 
Val In earneſt, it's true; I heard a ſenator ſpeak it.— 
Thus it ig—The Volſcians have an army forth ; againſt 
whom Cominius the: general is gene, with one part of 
our Roman power. Vour lord and Titus Lartivs are ſet 
down before their city Corioli; they nothing doubt pre» 
vailige, and to make it brief war. This is true, on my 
honourFand fo, I pray, go with us. 
Vir. Give me excuſe, good madam ; I will obey you 


in every thing hereafter.. | [Exit, 
Vol. Let her alone, lady. As ſhe is now, ſhe will but 
diſcaſe our better mirth.  LEmennt. 


SCENE, A Wed. 
Enter Cominias retreating, <vith Soldiers, ' 
Com. Breathe you, my friends—Well' fought. We 
Ne came lf 8 Ft 
Like Romans, neither fooliſh in our ſtands, 
Nor cowardly in retire. Believe me, ſirs, 
We ſhall be charged again. Whiles we have ſtruck, 
By interime, and conveying guſts, we have heard 
| The charges of our friends—Ye Roman Gods, 
Lead their ſucceſſes, as we wiſh our own, 
65.7 Enter an Officer. 
nenne | 
Of Thecitizens of Corioli have iſſued, 
And given to Marcius battle. | 


I ſaw our party to the trenches driven, 
And came, in haſte, away. 8 


+ : % 


THE ROMAN MATRON. 
Com. How long 18't ſince? 
Off. Above an hour, my lord. 
Sgies of ihe Volſci * . 
Held me in chace, that I was forced to wheel 
Three or fovr miles about; elſe had I, fir, 
Half an hour ſince, brought my report. 

Cum. Who's younder, 

That does appear as he was flead? O God! 
He has the ſtamp of Marcius. 

Mar. [w:thout.] Come I loo late? 

Com, The ſhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor 
More than I know the ſound of Marcius? tongue 
From every meaner man's, Br 

Enter Marciug, . OP 

Mar. Come I too late ? | 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. | 

Mar, Oh! let me clip ye 
In arms as ſound as when | woo'd ; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, 

And tapers burnt to bedward, | 

Com. Flower of warriors, 

How is't with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man buſicd about decrees, 
Congemning ſome to death, and ſome to exile ; 
Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatening the other; 
Holding Corigli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning greyhound in the leaſh, 
To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that ſlave | 
Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ? 
Where is he ? [Soldiers go to ſeize the officer, 

Mar. Let him alone, 

He did inform the truth. But for our gentlemen — 
The common file (a plague — Tribunes fr them!) 
| The mouſe ne'er ſhunn'd the cat, as they did. budge 
From raſcals worſe than they. 
Com. But how prevail'd you? 

Mar. Will the time ſerve to tell? I do not thigk = 
Where is the enemy? Ate you lords o'th' field ? 

If not, why ceaſe you till you are fo? 
Com. Marcius, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
And did retire to win our purpoſe. | 

Mar. How lies their battle? Know you on what fide 

They have placed their men of truſt ?" 


B 3 : Com. 


— 


By all the battles wherein we have fought. v2 
By the blood we have ſhed together, that you direaly =_ 


' You were conducted to a gentle bath, 


"That love this painting, 


 Fhouriſh. Alirum. A retreat is ſou ded. Enter Mar- 


Shall ſay, againſt their hearts — Me thank the Gods 
'Who has a charter to extol her blood, 


| Anduced, as you bave been; that's for my country. 


(la Gign of whatvf you are, not to reward =- 
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Com. As I gueſs, Marcius, 


"Their bands i'the vanward are the Antiates 7h 
Of their beſt truſt :- o'er them Aufidius, -- = 
Their- very heart of hope. : - 


Mar. I do beſeech you, 


Set me againſt Aufidius. 
Com. Tho' I could wiſh 


And balms applied tu you, yet dare I never 
Deny your aſking ; take your choice of thoſe 
That beſt can aid your action. 

Mar. Thoſe are they 
"That moſt are willing. If any ſuch be here 


Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd ; if any fear 
Leſſer his perſon than an ill report; _ 
If any think brave death outweighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himſelf ; 
Let him, alone, or ſo many, ſo minded, : 
Wave thus, to expreſs his diſpofition, ¶ Vaving his hand. 
Come fallow Marcius. 
{They all ſhout, and wave their ſwords. 
Tf theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volſcians ? - [Exeunt. 
SCENE, The Roman Camp. 


cius, Cominiue, and Romans. 

- Com, If T ſhould tell thee o'er this thy day's work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds ; but Pl report it, 
Where ſenators ſhall mingle tears with ſmiles ; 
Whete the dull tribunes, 

That, with the fuſty plebeiane, hate thine honours, 


Our Rome hath ſuch a ſoldier !/— 
Mar. Pray now, no more: My mother, 


When fhe daes praiſe me, grieves mie. 
I have done as you have done; that's, what I can ; 


Com. You ſhall not be x, 
The grave of your deſerving ; Rome muſt know 25 
The value of their ow]n: Therefore, I beſeech you, = 


What 


V „„ 
* 


FR 
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What you have done) before our army hear me. 

3 Mar. I have ſome wounds upon me, and they ſmart 

Joo hear themſelves remember*d. e 4 

7 Com. Should they not, ; 3 * 

⸗MWell might they feſter ' gainſt ingratitude, E i. 

And tent themſelves with death. Of all the horſes, _ 

7 (Whereof we have ta'en good, and good ſtore) of all BY 
The treaſure in the field atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth, _ Fe 
Before the common diſtribution, a0 
Your only choice. | 

Mar. I thank you, General; "I 
But cannot make my heart conſent to take EE WOES. 
A bribe to pay my ſword | [4 flourifhe 
May theſe ſame inſtruments, which you proſane, _ 
Never ſ und more! When drums and trumpets ſhall . 
I'the field prove flatterers, let camps, as cities, | 
Be made of falſe faced ſoothing ? [F/ouri/h] No more. 


; 1 ſay ; : 
Por that! * not waſh'd my noſe that bled, 
4 Or foil'd ſome debile wretch, which, without note, 
Here's many elſe have done: you ſhout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolica! ; | 


2s if Ilov. d my little ſhould be dieted 
In praiſes ſauced with lies. 
3 Com. Too modeſt are you; 
More cruel to your good report than grateful | 
To us that give you truly. Therefore, be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : i b 
For what he did before C:rioli, calbhim, 
With all the applauſe and clamour of the hoſt, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 3 
Bear the addition nobly ever. [ Flouriſb. 
Cor. I wil: go waſh ; * 8 
And when my face is fair, you ſha!l perceive . - 
Whether 4 bluſh or vo. Howbeit, I thank vou 
Com. So, To our tent. ; 
| Where'er we do repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſs. 
Cor. The Gods begin to mock me. 
I, that but now refuſed moſt princely gifts, 
Am bund to beg of my lord general. 
Com. Take it - Tis yours— What ist ? 
Cir, I ſometimes lay here in Corioli 
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Ara poor man's houſe ; he uſed me kindly. © = 
He cried to we; I ſaw bim priſoner ; 7 
But then Aufiduis was within my view, * 
And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity: I requeſt you | W- 


To give my poor hoſt freedom. 
Com. O well begg'd! 
Were he the butcher of my ſon, he ſhould a” 
e free as is the wind. His name? 
7 pA By Jupiter, forgot.— 
Iam weary ; yea, my memory is tired. 
Have we no wine here ? 


Com. Go we to our tent ; 
The blood.up..n your viſage cries ; *us time 


| * ä be look'd to: Come. {4 march. Exeunt, 
A Cc y II. 75 | 

| SCENE, Rome. * 
: Enter Menenius, with Sicinius and Brutus. £ „ 
Men. E augur teils me, we ſhall have news too; 
night. * 
Brut. Good or bad? 13 
Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for "0 
they love not Marcius. . 
Sic. Nature teaches beaſts to know their friends. 2 
Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love? | N 


Sic. The lamb. 5 
Men. Ay, io devour him; as the hungry Plebcians ? 
would the noble Marcius. = 
Tell me ane thing that1 hall aſk you. 4 
Both, Well, fir. - 
Men Ia what enormity 1s Marcius poor, that you two 
have not in abundance ? 
Brat: He's poor in no one fault, but ſtored with all, 
Sic. Eſpecially pride , 
Brut. And topping all others in boaſting. 
Men. Fhis is firavge now. Do you two know how 
_ © - yowarecenfſured here in the city; I mean of us o' the 
ms + Tight band file? Do you? 
l Brut. Why—how are we cenſured ? | 
6 ; . B⁰ — you talk of pride now Will pou not be 
angry? 
Both, Well, well, Ge; well. 
"Men. You blame Marcivs for being proud. 
* Brut. We do it not alone fir. 


* 


Ul _ 
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Men. I know you can do very little alone Oh, that 
you could turn your eyes towards the napes of your 


| ſelves! Ohl that you could! 
9 Brut. What then, ſir ? EY In 
2 Men. Why, then you ſhould diſcover a branch of 8s 


unmeriting, proud, violent, teſty magiſtrates (alias fools) 
as any in Rome, N 


Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 
Men. I am known to be a humourous Patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tiber in't. What J think, I utter; and ſpend 
my malice in my breath. - - 
Brut, Come, ſir, come, we know you well enough. 
Men. You know neither me, yourſelves, nor any ching. 
You are ambitious for poor knaves caps and legs ; you 
wear out a good wholeſome forenoon, in nearing a cauſe 
between an orange-wife and a foſſet- ſeller, and then ad- 
Journ the controverſy of three-pence to a ſecond day of 
audiences, 8 | | 
Brut, Come come, you are well underſtood to be 8 
perfecter giber for the table, than a neceſſary bencher in 
= tbe Capitol. | | 
1 Men. Our very prieſts muſt become mockers, if they 
mall encounter ſuch ridiculous ſubjects as you are W hep 
Vu you tpeak beſt unto the purpoſe, it is nat wor th the wagge 
ing your beards; and your beards deſerve not io honoura- 
ble a grave as to ſtuff a botcher's cuſhion, or to be entomb'd 
in an aſs's packſaddle. Vet you muſt be ſaying Marcius is 


deceſſurs, ſince Deucalion ; though, perad venture, ſome 
of the beſt of them were hereditary hangmen. I will be 
bold to take my leave of you. [The tribunes retire & little. 
A Exter Volumnn,. Virgilia, and Vat: ria. 


ſhe earthly, no nobler) -whither do you follow your eyes 
fo fail ? | 


Hel. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcus approa- 
ches. For the love of Juno, let's go. 
Men, He! Marcius comiog home ? 


approbatian. | l 
Men. Take my cup, Jupiter, and I thank thee 
Hoo ! Marcius coming home! 7235 28 
Fol. Look here's a letter from him; mann. 
3 other; 


-. 


necks, and make but an interior ſurvey of your good 


proud; who, in a cheap.eftimation, is worth all your pre- 


How now, my as fair as noble ladies (and the moon, were 


Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius ; und with moſt proſperous. 


| 
\ 


, 
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other; his wife another; and, I think, there's one at 

= home for you. 

Ma Iwill make my very houſe reel tO-nig ht— 

A letter forme! 

Sh. Fir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you: I ſaw it. 

6 Men. A letter for me d it gives me an eſtate of ſeven 
 &_ years health, in which time I will make a lip at the phy- 

| $  fician. Is he not wounded ? he was won't to come home 

HH - wounded. 

1 Fir. Oh, no, no, no, | 

n, be, wounded, 1 thapk the Gods for'e. 

Mes. So do I too, if it be not too much. Brings he a 

victory in his pocket? The wounds become him. 

Pol. On's brows, Menenius. He comes the third tim e 

oo home with the oaken garland. 

Mex. Hath be diſciplined Aufidius ſoundly ? 

Fol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off. 

8 Men. And it was time for him too, I'll warrant bim 
dat. Tf he had ſtaid by him, I wou'd not have been ſo 
* Jidiui'd for all the cheſts in Corioli, and the gold that's in 
them, Is the ſenate poſſeſt of this? 

Vol. Good ladies let's go. Yes, yes, yes: the ſenate hus 
letters from the General, wherein he gives my ſon the 
whole name of the- war, He hath in this action outdone 
his former deeds doubly. 

Val. In truth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. 


Men. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant yo not without his 
true purcahſing, 


Vir. The Gods grant them true 

Vol. True? [The Tribunes come forward. 

Men. True? Ill be ſworn, they are true. Where is 
1 ?—God ſave your g od worſhips ! . [To 
the Tribunes.] Marcius is coming home. He has more 

* cauſe to be proud. Where is he wounded ? 

Fol. Prhe ſhoulder, and i'the ieft arm. He received 
in the repulſe ro Tarquio, ſeven hurts in the body. 

Men. One i'the neck, one tov i'the thigh ; there's 
nine, that I know. 

Fol. He had, before the laſt expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon bim. 

_ Now 'tis twenty. -ſeven ; every gaſh was an ene- 

ave. 

2 He with his ſingle arm ſubdued Corioli. 
His ſword, Death's ſtamp; 
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot: 
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He was a thing of blood, whoſe every motion 

Was timed with dy ing ciles— 

Where'er he went, fortune before him flew, 

While victory upon his dieaded brow 

Sat throned, and joyful clapp'd her ſilver wings 
Three times mine eagle ſingled out Aufidius, 

And thrice the Volſcian ſunk beneath his thunder, 
Bending the knee, as twere in adoration. 


[ Flouriſb of Iruihpers. 
Hark 4 hark! 
Theſe are the uſhers of Marcioe=-before him 


SCENE, 4 * Arch, 
Order of the Ovation. 
Two boys bearing incenſe. | 
An cflicer with the Roman Eagle, 
Two boys bearing incenſe. 
Six dancing vrgins with baſkets of flowers. 
Four prieſt with torches. 5,7 85 
Eight ſenators, „ 
Two officers. . 
Four trumpets. 
Six lictors, with faſccs. 
Two ſtandard bearers, with Pegaſus and. the Ram, 
Six ſoldiers. 
A ſlandard-bearer with Fame. 
Two officers with Trophies. 
An othcer. | 
A Bier, laden with ſpoils, ſupported by four foldierss 
A captive General in chains, - 
Four ſoldiers with ſpears. 
"The Choir, confifting of 


Six virgins, 
Eight men, 
A ilradard-bearer, with the ſmall eagle, Re 
Two fifes, | 
Two diums, 

Six liQors with ſaſces, 
Four cihcers with trophies, 
An officer, 

A dier, laden with ſpoils, ſupported by four ſoldiers, 
A captive General in chains, 

Six . 

Two offices 


— 


He carries noiſe ; bohind him, he leaves tears. [ Excunt, 


Four boys, ; 


Ee — ne tr A ens a tf 
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Iwo efficers, one with a Mural, the other with a Civic 
Crown, 

Two officers, 'one bearing a pair.ting of the city of Co- 
rioh ; the other, the word Conolt on the banners. 

Six virgins, ; 

Four matrons, . =. 

_ Valeria, bet & 

Virgilia, | 

Volumania, , w_ x 

Six lictors with faſce*, 

Cominius, 

Menentus, 


Caius M rcius Coriolanus, 


An efficer with the Roman Eag'e, 

Two officers, 

Six lictors with faſces, 

Eight officers with trophies, 

Six {oldiers with Rt and ſhields, 

Twelve ſoldiers with ſpears. [ Flouri fo and ſhouts 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart. 

| Pray now, no more. 
Cem. Lock, fir, your motber.— 
Cor. Oh! 

You have, I know, petition'd all the Gods 

For my proſperi:ys [ Kineels, 
Vol. Nay, my good ſoldier, =. | 

My gentle Ma: cius, wofrtby Caiue, and 

By deed atchieving honour newly named w— 

What is it? Corjolanvs muſt I call thee? 

But oh, thy wife 
Cor, My ace, hail ! 

Would'ſt thou have laugh'd, had I come cofin'd home, 

Thar weep'|t to ſee me triumph ? Ah, my dear, 

Such eyes the widowers in Corioli wear, 

And mothers that lack ſons. 
Vol. I know not where to turn—O welcome home; 

And welcome, general! And you are «elcome, all. 
Men. A hundred thcuſand welcomes. I could weep, 

And I could laugh; lam light and heavy, —Welcume ! 

A curſe begin at every root of *s heart 

That is not glad to ſee thee !—You are three, 

That Rome ſhould doat on: yet, by the faith of men, 
wy have ſome old crab-trees here at home, that will not 
rafted to your reliſh. Yet, welcome, warriors! 2 
Wecal a —_ but a netile; ; and — 

Coin 


3 * 1 ——— 
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The the. faults of fools, but folly. | . 
; Com. Ever right, 
Give way there, and goon. | 
Cor. Your hand, and yours. [ro his wift and mother, 
Ere in our own houſe I do ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited; b 
From whom [I have received not only greetings, 
But, with them, change of honours, 
Vol. I have lived | 
To ſee inherited my very wiſhes, - . 
And the buildings of my fancy: only there's one thing 
ä wanting, ge: "457 
Which, I Joubt not, but our Rome will caſt upon thee. 
. Cor. Know, good mother, | | 1 | 
Had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs, | 
Com, On, to the Capitol. 2 9 
A narch. Exeunt in fate, as Before, 
Brutus aud Sicinius come forquard. 8 
Brut. The dumb men throng to fee him, and the bliad 
To hear him ſpeak, Matrons flung their gloves, 
Ladies and Maids their ſcarfs and handkerchiefs 
Upon him as he paſs'd : the nobles bended, 
As to Jove's ſtatue ; and the commons made 
A ſhower, and thunder, with their caps and ſhouts ; 
I never {aw the like, 
As if that whatſoever god who leads him, 
Were flily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful poſture. | 
Sic. Oa the ſudden, 
I warrant him conſul. 
Brut. Then our office may, « - 
During his power, go ſleep. . ; 
Sic. He cannot temperately tranſport his honourg 
From where he ſhould begin and end, but will 
* | Loſe thoſe he hath won, 
15 Brut, In that there's comfort. : 
I beard him ſwear, | 
Were he to ſtand for conſul, never would he 
Appear i' the market place, nor on him put 
The napleſs veſture of humility; 
Nor ſhewing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg their ſtinking breaths, ' 
Hic. I wiſh no better, | 


Than . 


1 4 
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5 That valour is the chiefeſt virtue, and 


* 


Than have him hold that purpoſe, and to put it 
Ilato execution. ö 

Brut. Tis moſt like he will. 

Sic. It ſhall be te him then, as our good wills, 


A ſure deſtruction. ba : 


Enter an Officer .. 
Brut. What's the matter? _ ; | 
QF. You are ſent for to the Capitol. *Tis thought, 


5 That Marcius ſhall be conſul. 


Brut. Let us to the Capitol; 
vr carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 
ut hearts for the event. 


ic. Have with you - I LE. | 


SCENE, Ibe Senate-houſe 7. 
15 Parricians, Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius the 
ConJal, Sicinius, and Brutus. 8 

Men. Having determined of the Volſcians, it remains, 
Moſt reverend; and grave elders, todefire - 

he preſent con ſul, and laſt general, to report 
A little of that wo: thy work per for m'd 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 
We meet here, both to thank and to remember 


With honours like himſelf. 


Worthy Comiuius, ſpeak. 
I[Coriolanus riſes, and 1 fers to & ne 


Sit, Coriolanus; ; never ſhame to hear 


What you have nobly done. 
Cor. Your honours? pardon : | 
J had rather have my wounds to heal again, 


Than hear fay how [I got them. 


Men. Pray now, fit down. 
Cor. 1 had rather have one ſcratch my head i be ſun, 


When the alarum were ſtruck, than idly fit 
To hear my notbings monſter'd. I. Exit Coriolanus, 
Men. Maſters of the people, 


© Your multiplying ſpawn bow can ye fatter, 
- When you ſee 


He had rather venture all bis limbs . honour. 

Than one of his cars to hear't? - Proceed, Cominius. 
Cam. I ſhall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 

Should not be uttered feebly.— It is held, 


- 


Moſt digaifies the haver ; if it be, 


The man 1 ſpeak of, cannot in the world 255 
Be ſingly countetpoiled. At ſixteen ow 


= 
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When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he ſought 


J 2 Beyond the mark of others ; 


#Z ; And, in the brunt of ſeventeen battles ſince, : 
2X He lurch'd all ſwords o' the garland. For this laſt, 
Before and in Corioli, let me ſay, - | 


Cannot ſpeak him home—Alone he'enter'd 


The mortal gate o' the city, aidleſs came off, 
And with a ſudden reinforcement ſtruck - 
Corioli, like a planet, Nor 's this all: 

For, by and by, the din of war gan pierce +. 
His ready ſenſe : then ſtraight his doubled ſpirit 


- 


7 Re -quicken'd what in fleſh was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he; where he aid. 


Run recking o'er the lives of men, as if . 
Twere a perpetual ſpoil; and, till we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never ſtood 
To eaſe his breath with panting. | 

Mu. Worthy man! 3 

Cem Qur ſpoils he kick'd at; 


| = Aud lock'd upon things precious, as they were 
= The common muck o the world: he covets leſs 


4 My life and ſervices. 


Than miſery itſelf would give ;. rewards . 
His deeds with doing them; and is content 
To ſpend his time, to end it. 5 
Men. He's right noble; | | 99S 
Lei him be called for. . _ * [Exit Officer. 
Com. He doth appear. 2 | 
Re-enter Coriolanus. © 
Men. The ſenate, Coriolanus, are well pleaſed 
To make thee conſul. . Fay 
Cor. I do owe them ſtill 8 
Men. It then remains, ü 
That you do ſpeak to the people. ; "O48 
Cor. I beſeech you, WS. 
Let me o'erleap that cuſtom ; for I cannot 
Put on the'gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' ſake, to give their ſuffrage: pleaſe you 
That I may paſs this doing. | 4 
Sic. Sir, the people 3 


* 


Muſt bave their voices; neither will they 'bate 
One jot of ceremony. | | 


Mex. Put them not to't. | 
Pray you go, fit you to the cuſlom, and 
Take to you, as your predeceſſors have, EUN} 

82 1 Your 
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Your honour with the form, 


That I ſhall bluſh in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 
Brut. Mark you that? 


Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus 


Shew them the unaching ſcars, which I would 1 55 
As if I had received them for the hive 


Of their breath only—— 
Men. Do not ſtand upon't. 
We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 
Our purpoſe to them; and to our noble conſul 
Wiſh we all j joy and honour, 
Cem. To Coriolanus come all joy and hopour! 
[ Flouriſh. ( T hen Exeunt. 
SCENE, The Form. 
Enter ſeven.or eight Citizens. 


1 Cit. Once; if he do require our voices, we ought 
not to deny bim. N 


2 Cit, We may, fir, if we will. 
3 Cit, We have power in ourſelves to do-i it, but it is 
a power that we have no power to do: for if he ſhew us 
his wounds, and tell us his decds, we are to put our 

tongues unto thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for them: ſo if 
he tells us his noble deeds, we muſt alſo tell him our no- 
ble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monſtrous ; and 
for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a mon- 
ſter cf a multitude ;/ of the which, we being memvere, 
ſhould bring ourſelves to be monſtrous members. Here 
he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark his be- 
haviour. We are not to ſtay altogether, but to come by 
him where he ſtands, by ones, by twos, and by threes, 
He's to make his requeſts by particulars; wherein every 
one of us has a ſingle honour, in giving him our own 
voices with our own tongues ; therefore follow me; and 
T'll direct you how you fhall go by him. 


Enter Coriolanus and Menenius. 


Men. Oh, fir, you are not right: Have you not known 
the worthieft men have done*'t? © | 


Cor. What muſt 1 ſay? 

I pray, fir——plague upon't ! I cannot Nin 
My gue to ſuch a pace—Lovk, ſir, my wound 
I got them in my country's dervice, when 
Some certain of your brechren n and ran 


Cor. It is a part | | I 


All. Content, content. | [ Excunts : 


A : From 


— . 
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From noiſe of our own drums. 
Mer. Oh me, the Gods 1+ 
You muſi not ſpeak of that; you muſt defire them 
To think upon you, 
Cor. Think upon me? hang ? em 
I would, they would forget me, 
Men. You'il mar all: 


Il leave you. Pray you, ſpeak to em, I pray you, 


In wholeſome manner. - [Exits 
Citizens approach, | 
Cor. So, here comes a brace. 
You know. the cauſe, firs, of my funding __ NT 
1 Cit. We do, fir ; tell us what hath brought you to't ? 
Cor. Mine own deſert. . 
2 Cit, Your own deſert? © - 
Cor. Aye, not my own deſire, 
1 Cit. How l not your own defire ? 
Cor. No, fir. "Twas never my deſire yet to trouble 
the poor with begging. 
1 Cit. You muſt 2 if we give you any thing, we 
hope to hope to gain by you. 
Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o'the conſulſhip · 
1 Cit. The price is, to aſk it kindly, 
Cor, Kindly? ? | y 
| Sir, I pray, let me ha't; I have wounds to thew.) you, 
Which ſhall be yours in private. — Your good voice, fir ; 
What ſay you? 
Beth Cit. You ſhall have it, worthy ſir, [begg'd. 
Cor. A match, fir, There's in all two worthy voices 
I have your alm ; adieu. 
1 C{t, But this is ſomething odd. 


2 Cit. An twere to give again— But tis no matter. 


Exeunt citizens 
Cor. Moſt ſweet voices !—— 1 citixent. 


Better is it to die, better to Karre, 

Than crave the hire which firſt we do deſerve. 
Enter Citizens. 

Here come more voices. 

Your yoices—for your voices I have fought ; ; 

Watch'd for your voices; for your voices bear 

Of wounds two dozen odd; battles thrice ſix 

I have ſeen and heard of your voices. 

Indeed I would be conſul. 


1 Cit. He. has done nobly, and cannot go without any 
honeſt man's voice. 


ay, Y. a | t Cit, 
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lh | 1 Cit. Therefore let him be conſul : The Gods gire 


him Joy, and him a good friend to the people! 
All. Amen, amen. God fave 1 noble conſul! 


| | 
i | f Exeunt citizens. 
{ 


Cor. Worthy voices! 
Enter Menenius, with Brutus and Sicinius. 
Men. Vou have ſtood your limitation, and the tribunes 
| Eadue you with the people's voice: Remains, 
{il That in the official marks inveſted, 2 
| Anon do meet the ſenate. - 
Cor. Is this done? 


Ml | Sic. The cuſtem of requeſt you hive diſcharged; 
we people do admit you; and are fummon'd. 

"| i Jo meet anon, upon your approbation, 

. Cor. Where? At the ſenate-houſe? 

M Sic. There, Coriolanus. 


Cor. May I change theſe garments: ? 
Bie. You mays ſtr. 
Cor. That PI! ſtraight do; and, knowing myſelſ again, 
Repair to the ſenate-houſe. 
Men, I'll keep you company, will you along ? 
Brut. We ftay here for the people. | 


—— — — — Are le Ie. 
am 
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1 1 Sic. Fare you welt. 
10 [Exeunt Coriolanus and Mneni us. 
100 He has it now; and by his looks, methinks, 
Wl, Tie warm at his heart. 


Brat. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds, Will you diſmiſs the people ? 


Sa Enter Cittzens. - © 

14 Sie. How now, my maſters ? have you choſe this man? 
Til 2 Cit. He has our voices, fir? © 

th Brut. We pray the Gods he may deſerve our loves. 


| 41 Cit. Amen, fir. To my poor unworthy 88 
He mock'd us when he begg'd our voices. 
| | 3 Cit. Certainly, he flouted us downright. 


— —— — 


2. Cit, No, tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock us. 
1 Cit. Not one amongſt us, ſave yourſelf, but ſays, 
- He uſed us ſcorvfully. He ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds received for his country. 
Sic. Why ſo he did, IT am ſure, 
All. No, no man ſaw * em. 
- 3 Cit. He ſaid he had wounds, which he could ſhe in 
| private. | 
T would be conſul, ſays he: aged ITY 
* ut L Jour voice, will not Ja permit ne; goed” 
DES | our 
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= 2 our wives therefore, When we grauted that, 

X Here was—] ihank you for your voices—thank you 
Lon moſt fiveet voices—now you have left your voices, 
I have nothing further with you. — Was not this mock- 
» „ | g o | 
Sc. Why, either were you ignorant to ſee't ; 
Or, ſeeing it, of ſuch childifh friendlineſs 


XZ To yield your voices? 

Þ Brut. Did you perceive, _- 

He did ſolicit you in free contempt, - * 
XZ When he did need your loves; and do you think, 
That his contempt ſhall not be bi uiſing to you, 
When he hath power to cruſh? n 

4% Sic. Have you, | Es a 

Ere now, denied the afker ? and, now again, 

'On him thar did not aſk, bat mock, beſtow 

Your ſued-for tongues ? #44 0; 

3 Cit. He's not conferm'd, we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. Ax, and we will deny him. EF 
Brut, Get you hence inſtantly ; and tell thoſe friends 
They have choſe a conſul that will from them take 
"Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking, 

As therefore kept to do ſo. 

Sic. Enforce his pride, 
And his old hate unto you: | - 
Say, you.choſe him | 
Moore after our commandment, than as guided 
By our own true affections: 

Lay the fault on us. og 

Cits. We willgwe will, -  * - 1 

ACT HI, SCENE, The Forum. 

Enter Coriglanus, Menenius, asd Cominius. 
7 TP VELVS AUFIDIUS then had made new head? 

Cor. So then the Volſcians ſtand but as at firſt 
Ready, when time ſhall prompt them, to make inroad 
Upon us again ? 4 | | 
Enler Sicinius and Brutus. 
Behold ! theſe are the tribuces of the people, 
The tongues o'the common mouth! Edo deſpiſe them, 
For they do prank them in authority FINS 
Againſt all noble ſufferance. 
Sic. Paſs no further. 
Cor, Hah ! what is that? 


— 
- 


. Brat. 
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Brut. It will be dangerous to go on. N 
Cor. What makes this change? _ N 
Men, The matter? 8 
Com. Hath he not paſs'd the nobles and the commons? 

Brut, Cominius, no. ; | 5 

Cor. Have L had childrens voices? [places 

Men. Tribunes, give way: he ſhall to the market- 

Brut. The people are incenſed againſt him. | 

Cor. Are theſe your herd ? | 
Muſt theſe have voices, that can yield them now, [ces.? 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongues? What are your offi» 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth? 
Have you not ſet them on? | ASP 

Men. Be calm, be calm. | 

Cor. It is a purpoſed thing, and grows. by plot, 

To curb the will of the nobiluy ;S— _ 

Brut. Call't not a plot: N 
The people cry, you mock'd them; and, of late, 

, When corn was given them gratis, you repined. 
Scandal'd the ſuppliants for the people; call'd them 
Time pleaſers, flatterers, foes to nobleneſs. 25 

Cer. Why this was known before. 

Brut. Not to them all. 

Cer. Have you inform'd them ſince? 

Brut. How ! I inform them! 7; 
Cor. Ves; you are like to do ſuch buſineſs. 

Brut. Not unlike, either way, to better yours- 
Cor. Why then ſhould J be conſul ? By yon clouds, 
Let me deſerve ſo ill as you, and make me 
Tour ſellow-tribune. | 

Men, Well, no more. | 

Cor. How uo more? —— 

As for my country I have ſhed my blood, 

Not fearing outward force; ſo ſhall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay, againſt theſe meaſles, 
Which. we'diſdain ſhould: tetier us, ye ſeek 

The very way to catch them. . - 

Brut. You ſpeak o'the people 
As if you were a God to punith, not 

A man of their infirmity. F 

Sic. Twere well, we let the people kaow't. 

Men. Whit, wha: ? his choler ? - 

Cor. Choler ! 

Were I as patient as the midnight fleep, 
Py Jove, *twould be my mind. | 
Sic. It is a mind 
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That ſhall remain a poiſun where it ts | 8 
Not poifon any further. | 
Cor. Shall remain | 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you - "oe 
His abſolute ſhall ?—ſhall ! | 
Com. Well—on to the. market-place. 
Cor. Who ever gave that counſel, to give "=o 3 
The corn oꝰ' the ſiore-houſe, gratis, as twas uſed 
Sometime in Greece 
Men. Well, well, no more of that. | PEO 
Cor. 1 ſay, they, 'nouriſhꝰd diſobedience, fed oF 
The ruin of the ſtate. - 
Brut. Shall the people give 
One that ſpeaks thus their voice ? | 
Sic. He has ſpoken like a 8 and ſhall anſwer 
As traitors do. 
Cor. Thou wretch De ſpi ite o*erwhelm thee 3 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald tribunes r 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench. In arebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 
Then were they choſen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet, be ſaid, that muſt be law, 
And throw their power i'the duſt, "ah, p 
Brut. Manifeſt treaſon. | 75 
Sic. This a conſul? No. — | 
Go, call the people : in whoſe name ne myſelf | 
Attach thee as a traiterous innovator, 
A foe to the public weal. 


Enter Citizens. 


- Obey, 1 charge thee 
And follow to thine anſwer. 

Cor. Hence, or I ſhall ſhake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 

Brut Or let us ſtand to ou? Sothority, 
Or let us loſe it: We do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o'the people, in whoſe power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius 1 is worthy 
Of preſent death. 


Sic. Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence - 
| Into deſtruction caſt him. 

Cor. No; Il! die bere. [Draws Bis ſworth. 
Men. L pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy houſe; 
Leave us to cure this cauſe : 

For tis a ſore upon us, 


—"— 


. 
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You cannot tent yourſelf. Begone, 0 you. 
Com. Come away. . 
Cor. On fair ground 
I could beat forty of them. [Exexnt Coriol. and Comin. 
Men. You worthy tribunes 
Sic. He ſhall be ehrown down the Farpelan rock 
With rigorous hands. He hath reſiſted law, 
And therefore law- ſhall ſcorn him further trial. | 
1 Ci. He ſhall well know, Foy 
- The noble tribunes are the people” 8 ids, 
And we their hands. 
All, He ſhall be ſare on't.- 4 
Aer. Sir, fir——  - % : 
Sic. Peace. _ { 
Men, Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but hunt 
With modeſt warrant. | : 
Sic,” Sir, how comes it, that you | 
Have holp to make this reſcue ?- 
Men. Hear me ſpeak. 
As I do know the conſubs worthineſs, 
So can I name his faults, - 
Sic. Conſul I What conſul ? 
Men. The conſul Coriolanus. 
Brut. He the conſul! | 
All. No, no, no, no. 
Men. If, by the tribunes Ln and yours, FRO people, 
1 may be heard, I'd crave a word or two; 
The which ſhall turn you to no other harm 


Than ſo much loſs of time. | 5 
Brut. We'll hear no more; | 2 
Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence W 0 
. Leſt his infection, being of catching nature, 4 
Spread further. -. 


Men. One word more; bear me one word.” 
Proceed by proceſs, 

Leſt parties (as he is beloved) break out, 

And ſack great Rome with Romans. #2 6h a 
Brut. If *twere fo, . oy 
Sic. What do ye talk? | 8 

Have we not had a taſte of his obedience? 
Men. Conſider this; he hath been bred i'the wars 

Since .he could draw a ſword, and is ill- ſchool d 

In boulted language; meal.and bran together 

He throws without diſlirction. Give me leave, 

Pl go to him, and undertake to bring him 7 

5 Where 
8 
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Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful form, 
Io peace, to his utmoſt peril. 

Sic. Noble Menenius, 
Be you then as the people's officer. 
—-Maſters, meet on the market: place; we ll attend you 

there” 

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. 5 

M.n. I'll go and bring bim to you, IExeunt. 

S CE NE, Coriolanus's Honſe. 50 
6 © ae Corielanus and Volumnia. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine. ears; preſent me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horſes heels; 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down ſtretch Ds 
Below the beam of fight, yet will Fl fil! . 
Be thus to them. | 

Vol. But hear me, Marcius.: \ 

Cor: I muſe, my mother 


| Does not approve me further, I talk of you, 


Why did you wiſh me milder ? Would you have me | 
Falſe to my nature, Rather ſay, I play 


Vol. Oh, tor, fir, fir, 
I would have had you put your power well on, 


Before you had worn it out. 


Cer. Why, let it go 
Vol. You * ight have been enough the man you are, 
With ſt:1ving leſs to be fo. Leſſer had been 


The thwartings of your diſpoſitions, if 


You had rot ſhew'd them, how you were diſpoſed. 
Ere they lack'd power to croſs you. 
Cor. Let them hang. Bis 
Vol. Ay, and burn too. | 
' ©, Bas: Menenivs. | 
Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, lomething 
too rough; 
You muſt retui x and mend it. 
Vol. Pray be counſell'd : 


have a heart as lil apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leads my als of anger 


To better vantage, 
Men. Well ſaid, noble woman: 


Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o the times craves is as phyſic | 
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For the whole ftate, I would put mine armour on, 


- Honout and policy, like unſever'd friends, 


That they may combine not there ! 


"2 mould do ſo in honour. 


Go to them; ſay to them, | 
Thou art their ſoldier and being bred in broils 
HFaſt not the ſ-feſt way, which, thou doſt confeſs, 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as them to claim, - 


Even as ſhe ſpeaks, why, all their hearts were yours ; ; 


Which I ean ſcarcely bear, - 

Cor. What muſt I do? 

Men, Return to the tribunes. 

Cor. Well, what then? what then? 

Men. Repent what you have ſpoke. 

Cor. For them ? I cannot do it for the Gods; 
Muſt I then do't to them? | 

Vol. You are too abſolute; 
Tho” therein you can never be too noble, N 
But when extremities ſpeak. I have heard you ſay, 


I'the war do grow together ; 3 grant that, and tell me 
In peace, what each o'them by the other loſes, 


Cor. Tuſh, tuſh !— 

Men. A good demand, 

Cor. Why re you this ? 
Viol. Becauſe it lies on you to ſpeak to * id, 
I would diſſemble with my nature, where * ; 
By fortunes and my friends, at ſtake, required 


I pr'ythee now, my fon, 


In aſking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 

Thy ſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs, ſo _— 

As thou haſt power and perſon, - | 
Men. This but done, 


For they bave pardons, being afk d, as free 
As words to litile purpoſe. 
_ 77 Cominius. 

Yi: is Comidius, 

Cam. I have been i' the 8 ; and, ſic *ris fit 
You have ſtrong party, or defend yourſelf 
By calmneſs, or by abſence, All's in anger. 

? Men. Only, fair ſpeech. _ 

Com, I think *twill ſerve, if he : 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit, | . 3 

Vol. He muſt and will— | 
Bris thee now, ſay you will, and go about it, 

+ Muſt I $0 ſhew them * undarb d ſconce ? muſt * 
Wi 


* 
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With my baſe tongue give to my noble heat | 
A lie that it . ? Well, I will dot; | 
Yet were there but this ſingle plot to loſe, 
This mould of Marcius, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 
And throw it againſt the wind. To the market- place 
You have put me now to ſuch a part, which never 
I ſhall diſcharge to the life. 
Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 
Val. Ay, pr'y thee now, ſweet ſon : as thou haſt (aid, ' 
My praiſes made thee fiſt a ſoldier, fo, | 
To have my praiſe-for this, perform a part 
Thow haſt notdone before, 
Cor. Well, I muſt do't 
Away, my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some harlot's ſpirit! My throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch's or the virgin's voice 
That babies lulls aſleep! a beggar's tongue 
Me motion thro? my lips, and my arm'd knees, 
Whick.bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like bis, 
That hath received an alms !—1 will not do't ; 
Leſt Iſurceaſe to honour mine-own truth, ws 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind 1 
A moſt inherent baſenefs. | 
Vol. At thy choice then, | 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dengerous ſtoutneſs.; tor I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift. 
Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuckd'ſt it from me; 
But own thy pride thyſelf, 
Cor. Pray, be content; i 
Mother, I am going to the market- place, 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home beloved 
Of all the trades in Rome, Look, I am going. 
Commend me to my wife. I'll return conſul ; 
Or never truſt to what my tongue can do 
Phe way of flattery further. 
Vol. Do your will. [Exit Volumnin. 
Com. Arm yourſelf | 
To anſwer mildly.; for they are prepared 
With accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
Than are upon you yet, 


Cor. 


"oa 
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Be rein'd again to temperance ! then he ſpeaks 


Ss uit others, 


Sic. Draw near, ye people. 
Mutt all determine here ? 


f you ſubmit you to the mule s voices, 
Allow their officers, and are content 


Cor. The word is, mildly—Pray you, let us go. 
Let them accuſe.me by invention, I 
Will anſwer in mine honour. . 

Men. Ay, but mildly ; 

Cor. Well, mildly bei it then; mildly, — [Excunt. 

SCENE, The Forum, 
Enter Sicinius, Brutue, and C:/izens. 

Brut. Put him to choler ſtraight ; he hath been uſed 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of contradiction: Being once chefed, he cannot 


What's in his heart; and that is there, which looks 
With vs to break ble neck. 
Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Coninius 


Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I dv beſeech you. 

Cor. The honour'd Gods 
Keep Rome in ſafety, and the chairs of juſtice 
Supply with worthy men; plant love amongſt us! 
Throng our large temples with the ſhews of peace, 
And not our ſtreets with war! 

Men. Amen. A noble wiſh. 


Cor. Shall I be ad no farther: mm this preſent ? 
Sic. I do demand, 


To ſuffer lawful cenſare for ſuch fautts 
As ſhall be proved upen you? 
Cor. I am content. — 
Men. Lo, citizens, he ſays he is content: 
The war- like ſervice he has done, conſider ; think 
Upon the wovnds his bocy bears, which ſhew 
Like graves the holy church-yard. 
Cor. Scratches with briars. 
What is the macter, 
That being paſt for conſol with Fall voice, 
I am fo dich nour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again? 
Sic. Anſwer to us. | 
Cor. Say ther. _ * Tis true, I ought "I 
Sic. We charge you, that you have contrived to take 


F.om Rome all tcafon'd office, and to wind 
- Yourſelf 


b \ 
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_ Yourſelf into a power tyrannical ; - . 
For which you are a traitor to the people. 
Cor. How! Traitor f— * 
Men. Nay, temperately—Your promiſe. 
Cor. The fires i'the loweit hell fold in the people. 
Call me their traitor ! Thou injurious tribune! 
Within thine eyes ſat twenty thouſand deaths. 
in thine eyes eluteh'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers; I wouid (ay, 
Thou lieſt, unto thee, with a voice as free 
, As I do pray the Gods. , 
Sic. Mark you this, people? 
All. To the rock with him. 
Sic. Peace. es; 
We need not lay new matter to his charge: 
What we have ſeen him do, aud heard him ſpeak, 
P-ſerves the extremeſt death. 
Brut. But fince he hath 
Se ved wel for Rome =— 
Cor. What do you prave of fervice ? 
Brut. I talk of chat, that know it. 
Cor. You ? | 
Men. le this the promiſe that you made your mother ? 
5 Com. Know, I pray you—— f 
Cor. I'll know no farther. 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian deajh, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a-day, I would not buy 
_ Their mercy at the price of one fair word; | l 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To have't with faxing Good:morrow, 
Sic. For that he has, 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time, 
 Enveighed againſt the people, ſeeking means 
To pluck away their power, has now. at luſt 
Given hoſtile ſtrokes, and that not in the preſence 
Of dreaded juttice, but on the miniſters | 
That do diſtribute it; io the name o'the people, 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we 
Baniſh him our city. : 
Com, Hear me, my maſtere, and my common friends 
Brut. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd | 
As enemy to the people and his country. 
It ſhall be ſo. | 
Al. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo. | 
„ 5 Cor. 
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Cor. You common cry of curs, whoſe breath I hate 

As reek o*the rotten fens ; whoſe loves I prize 

As the dead carcaſſes of unburied men, 

That do corrupt my air; I baniſh you: 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts ! 

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 

Fan you into deſpair ! have the power ſtill 

To baniſh your def: nders ; till, at length, 

Your ignorance deliver you, as moſt 

. Abated captives, to ſome nation 

That won you witheut blows : Deſpiſing then 

For you, the city, thus I turn my back. 

There is a world elſewhere. [Een The people ut. 


ACT Iv. SCENE, A Reom i, Avufidius' Her je in 
3 Anitum, ; 

Euter Aufidius and Volulius. ; 

— is it, Tullus, that our arms are 

: _ Hopf, $5 
Here on the * of the Roman ſtate ? 

Why ſleeps that ſpirit, whoſe heroic ardour 

Urged you to break the truce, and pour'd our hoſt, 

From all th*united cantons of the Volſcians, 


4 olu, 


On their unguarded frontier ? Such deſigns 


| Brook not an hour's delay; their whole ſucceſs 
Depends on inſtant vigorous execution 
Auf. O, wy Voluſius! thou, who art a ſoldier, 
A tried and brave one too, ſay, in thy heart, 
Doſt thou not ſcorn me? thou, who ſaw'ſt me bend 
Beneath the balf-ſpent thunder of a foe, 
Warm from the conqueſt of Corioli. 
Volu. True valour, Tullus, . 
Lies in the mind, the never- yielding purpoſe ; 
Nor minds the blind award of giddy fortune. 
Auf. My ſoul, my friend, my foul is all on fire! 
Thirſt of rerenge conſumes me! the revenge 
Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 
This happy Roman, this proud Marcius haunts me. 
ach troubled night, when ſlaves and captives fl-ep, 
Forgetful of their chains, I, in my dreams, 
Anew am vanquiſn'd; and, beneath his ſword 
With horrer fiaking, feel a ten- fold death, 
The death of honour. But I will reedeem — 
Yes, Marcius, 1 will yet redeem my fame. 


- — 
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To face thee once again is the great purpoſe "2 
For which alone I live.— Till then, how flow, | 
How tedious'lags the time! while ſhame corrod:s me 
Wita many-a"'brterthought.; and injured honour, 
Sick and deſpondiog, preys upun itſelf. 
Ha! why this haſte ? You look alurm'd. 
| Enter Volician Officers | | 
OV. My Lord, | | 
One of exalted port, his viſage hid, | 
Has placed himſelfbeneath the'ſtatue of 
The mighty Mars, and there, majeſtic, ſtands 
In ſolemn: fence. | | 
Auf. Did you not aſk him who, and what he was ? ; „ 
OF. My Lord, I could not ſpeak; I felt appal'd, -1 
As it the preſence of ſome God had ſtruck me. | 
Auf. Come, daſtard, let me find this man of terrors. 
5 | IEacunx. 
SCENE, A Hall—with the Statue of Mars. Marcius, 
| diſcovered @s-deſcrihed above. 
i Euter Aufidius. 
Auf. Illuſtrious ſtranger— or thy high demeanor 
Beſpeaks thee ſuch who art thou? what is thy name? 
Mar. A name unmuſical to Volſcian ears, 
And harſh in ſound to thine. Doſt thou not know me? 
Auf, Thy face bears a command in't. Tho' thy 
tackle's torn, | 
Thou ſhew'tt a noble veſſel. What's thy name? | 
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath dne | 
Toxnhee paiticularly, and to all the Volſcians, - - 
Great hurt and miſchief; thereto witneſs may e 
My ſiruame Coriolanus. | 
'The cruelty and envy of rhe people, | 
Per mitted by our daſtard nobles, who ; | 
Have whoop'd me out of Rome ;—now, this-extremity 5 
Hath hrougbt me to chy hearth: | 
If thou haſt a heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge 
Thine own particalar wrong, and ſtop thoſe maims - 

Of ſhame ſeen thro' thy country, ſpeed thee ſtroight, | 
And make my miſery ſerve thy turn! ſo ule it, 4 
For I 3 againſt my canker'd country with the 

| pleen | | | EY | 
Of all the under fiends, But if fo be A | 
Thou dareſt not this, and that to prove more fortunes | 
Thou art tired; then, in a word, I alſo am 
Longer to live mott weary, and preſent 
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M throst to thee, 
Wich not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool, 
Sirce I have ever. follow'e there with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blond out of thy country's breaſt, 
Aud cannot jive, but to thy ſhame, unleſs 

It be to do thee ſervice. 


Auf. Oh, Marius, Marcivs! 


* 


Ech word thou halt ipoke, hath weeded from my dert 


A root of ancient envy. et me twine 

Mine arms abcut that body, where againſt 

My grained aſh an hundred times hath. broke, 
And ſcared the meoa with ſplinters. Here J clip 


The anvil of my ſword and do conteſt 


As hotly, and as nobly, with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious ſtrength 1 did 
Contend ag-inf thy valour. 
Cor. You bleſs me, Gods! 
Auf. Therefore moſt abſolute fir, if thou wilt bave 


The leading of thy own revenges, take 
One half of my.commiſiion, and ſet down 


As belt thou art ex perienced, ſince thou know'(t 

Thy country's ſtrength aud weakneſs—thine own, ways, 
Whether o knock agaiokt the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, 

To fright them ere deſtroy. But come, come in. 

Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe, that ſhall 

Say zca to thy defires. A thouſand welcomes! 

And more a friend than e*cr an enemy; 


Yet, Marcius, thet was much—Your hand; moſt wel 
come ! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Forum at Pome: 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus: ; 
Sic. We hear not cf him, neither need we fear him: 
His remedies are tame. 
Brut. Is this Menenios ? 


Sic, *Tis he, tis he. O be is grown moſt kind of late. 
Hail, ſir! 


"tay Menenius. 
Men. Hail to you both 
Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miſe'd, 
Put with his friends: the commonwealth doth ſtand, 


And fo would do, were he more angry at it 


Men, All's well, and might have becn much better, if 
He could hare temporized. 


Sic. Where is he, hear you ? . 
- j Men. 
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Men. Nay, I hear nothing. | 
His mother and his wife hear nothing from bim. 
Brut. Thee is a flave, whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports, the Volſcians, with two ſeveral powers 
Are enter'd in the Roman terriicries ; 
And, with the deepeſt malice of the war, 
Deſtroy what lies before em. | | 

Men. *Tis Anfidius, 
Who, hearing of our Marcius' baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his horns again into the world; 5 
Which were in-ſhell'd when Marcius ſtood for Rome, 
And durſt not once peep out. 

| | Enter an Officer, 

O, The nobles in great earneſtneſs are going 
All to the ſenate-houſe: ſome news is come, 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic. Tis this flave —- | 
Go whip him foie the people's eves—His raiſing 
Nothing but his repo: t! a 

Of. Yes, worthy fir, 8 
The ſlave's report is ſeconded.; and more, 
Moe fearful is delivered, 

0.c. What more fearful ? 

OF. It is ſpoke frexly out of many mouths, 
How piobable | do not know, that Marcius, 


- Join'd with Aufidivs, leads a power *gainſt Rome. [Exit 


Sic. This it moſt likely !—— - 

Brut, Raiſed only, that the weaker ſort may with 
*Good Marcius home again. 
.S/ . The very trick on'c. 

Men. This is ualikely, 


He and Auficjus gan no more atone, 


J han violenteſt contrarieties. ö Let's to the ſenate-houſe. 


[ Excunt. 
SCENE, 4 odd. 
Enter Marcius, Auficius, Voluſius, and Soldiers. 
Mar. No more ! merit mot thy laviſh xy 
True, we have driven the Roman legions\b ck; 
Defea'ed and difgraced— but what is done 
Nothing, ye Volces =— 
Come on, my brave companions of the war, 
Come, let us finiſh, at one mighty ſtroke, 
The toil of lab'riog fate - we will, or periſh— 
While, noble Tullus, you proteR the camp, 
with my troops, all choſen men of valour, 


| 
/ 
| 
3 


And 
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And well approy'd, to-day will ftorm the city, 
; f a 2 [Trumpet ſounds a party. | 
Enter a V olfcian Officer. i ä 
OF. My lord, a herald is arrived from Rome, 
To lay, a deputation from the ſenate, 
Attended by the miniſters of heaven, 
A venerable train of prieſts and flamens, 
Is on the way, addreſs'd to you. 
Mar. To me! 
What can this meſſage mean ?—ſtand to your arme 
Ye Vol ſcian troops; and let theſe Romans paſs 
Betwixt the lowring frowns of double files. 
What ! do they think me fuch a milky boy, 
To pay my vengeance with a few ſoft words ? 
Come, fellow ſoldiers, Tullus, come, and Tee 
If I betray tlie honours you have done me. 
| 8 .[ Exit with a train of Volſcian Officer-. 
Folu. Are we not, Tullus, failing in our duty, | 
Not to attend our general ? 
Auf. How ! what ſaid'ſt thou? | 
Holu. Methought, my lord, his parting orders were, 
We ſhould attend the triumph now preparing | 
Ober all his foes at once—Romans and Volſcians! 
Come, we ſhall give cffence. 
Auf. (Afede.) His words are daggers to my heart. I feel 
Their truth, but am aſham'd o o-) my folly. 
Yola. -Ofhame.!-O infamy'! the thought conſumes me. 
To ſee a Roman | | 
Borne on our ſhoulders to immortal fame: 
Juſt in the happy moment that decided 
The long diſputes of ages; that for which 
Our gen'rous anceſtors had toil'd and bled, 
To ſee him then ſtep in and ſteal our glory! 
O, that we firſt bad periſh'd all! A people 
Who cannot find in their own proper. force 
Their own protection, are not worth the ſaving! 
Auf. It muſt have way ! I will no more ſuppreſs it, - 
Know then, my valiant friend, no lefs then thee, 
His conduct hurts me, and upbraids my folly ; 
_ J wake as from a dream. What dæmon moved me: 
What doating generoſity, to exalt him 
To the ſane. level, nay above myſelf : | 
To yield him the command of half my troops! 
That, thit was madneſs, 3g 
Mas weak, was mean, unworthy of a man * 
| ow 
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How ſhall I from this labyriath eſcape ? ; 
Muſt it then be! what cruel genius dooms me, 

In war or peace, to creep beneath his fortune? 
Yolu. That genius is thyſelf. If thou can'ſt bear 
The very thought of ſtooping to this Roman, 
Thou from that moraent art his vaſſal, Tullusz 
Ay, that thou doſt acknowledge, parent nature | 
Has form'd him thy ſuperior, . But if fixed e 
Upon the baſe of manly reſolution, beg | 
Thou ſay'{t—T will be free —I will command! 
I and my country !—then—O never doubt it. 
We ſhall find means to cruſh this vain intruder ; 
Even I myſelf—this hand—nay, hear me, Tullus, 
Tis not yet come to that, that laſt reſource. 
l do not ſay we ſhould employ the dagger, 
While other, better means, are in our power. 
Auf. No my Voluſius, fortune will not drive us, 
Or I am much deceived, to that extreme: 
We ſhall not want the ſtrongeſt, faireſt plea, 
Ta give a ſolemn ſanRion to his fate. 
He will betray himſelf. Whate' er his rage 
Of paſſion talks, a weakneſs for his country 
Sticks in his ſoul, and he is ſtill a Roman. 
Soon ſhall we ſee him tempted to the brink 
Of this ſure precipice then down at once, 
Without remorſe, we hurl him to perdition! [Trumpets 
But hark, the trumpet calls us to a ſcene 
I ſhould deteſt, if not from hope we thence | 
May gather matter to mature our purpoſe. [Exeunt. | 
5 SCENE, a Street in Rome. ; 
Enter Menenius, meeting Brutus and Sicinius. f 
Men. Oh, you have made good work. 
Frut. What news? whar news p 
Sic. Pray now, the news ? : : | 
Men. You've made good work. 
You and your apron-men; you that ſtood fo much | 
Upon the voice of occupation, and a | 
The breath of garlick- eaters ! | | 
We are all undove, unlefs 
The noble man have mercy. 
Who ſhall aſk it ? | 
The tribunes cannot do't for ſhame ; the people | 
Deferve ſuch pity of him, as the wolf | 
Does of the ſhepherds. 


It he were putting to my houſe the brand 
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That ſhould conſume it. J have nct the face | 
To ſay, Beſcech thee, ceaſes You have made fair handy, 
You and your crafts! you have crafted fair ! 
| Enter a troop of Citizenss 
Here come the cluſters—— You are they 
That made the air unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greafy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus? — Now he's coming; 
And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whip; as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, he will tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. Tis no matter; 
If he ſhould burn us all into one coal, REL 
We have deſerved it. 'E 
3 Cie, For mine own part, 
When I ſaid, baniſh him, | ſaid, *twas pity. 
2 Cit. And ſo did J. | 
1 Cit. And ſo did I; and, to ſay the truth, fo did 
very many of us. That we did, we did for the beſt; 
and though we willingly c.nfented io his baniſhizent, ct 
it was againſt our wi'l. Sa | 
Men. You are goodly things. You, voices! 
You have made you good work, 9 75 
You and your cry | 2 GI 
But here's Cominius, return'd from the deputation. 
Enter Cominius, and four Senators. 
Have you prevailed ? Wiil he have mercy ? 
Has Rome any hopes? How did he receive you? 
Com. He would not ſeem to know me. 
Men. Do you bear ? a 5 
Com. Vet one time he did call me by my name: 
'T urg'd our old acquaintance, and the dr ps 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not anſwer to; forbade all names; 
He was a kind of nothing, tiilel=(s, | 
Till he had forged himſelf a name i'the fire 
Of burning Rome. 
Mn. Why, ſo: You have made good work: 
A pair of tribunes, that have rack for Rome 
To make coals cheap. A noble memory! 
' Com. I minded him, how royal *twas to pardon,, 
When leaſt, it was expected. He replied, 
It was a bare petition of a fate | 
To one whom they bad punith'd. 
Men, Very well; Could be ſay lefs ? 
Com. 1 offer'd to awaken his rega;d. 
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For his private friends, His anſwer to me was, 
He could not ſtay to pick them in a pile 

Of noiſou.e, mut, chaff He ſaid, twarfolly, 
Far ove po r grain or to, to leave unburnt, 
And ſlill to noſe the offence. 

Men. For one p or gram or two? 

Jam one of thoſe ;; bis mother, wife, his child, 
And tiys brave fellow too, we are the groins ; 
You arc the muſty chaff, and you are ſmelt 
Above the moon. We mult be burnt tor you, 

Sic. Nay, pray be patient ; If you refuſe your aid 
In this fo never- necded help, yet do not | 
Upbraid us with our diſtreſs. Zut, ſure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the inſtant army we can make, 

Might flop our countrymen, 

Men. No; I'll not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you, go to him. 

Men. What ſhould I do? 

Brut. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Com. Heil never hear him. 

He. Nut? e - 

Com. 1 tell you, he does fit-in gold ; his eye 

Red as twould burn Rome; and his injury 

The gaoler to his pity, I kneePd before bim: 

? Fwes very faintly he ſaid, 5%; diſmiſs'd me | 
Thus, with his ſpeechleſs hand. What he would do, 
Ile ſent in writing after me: what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, nor yield to new conditions: 

So that all hope is vain ; unleſs his mother and wife, 
Who, as T bear, mean to ſolieit him, 

Force mercy to his country. | 

Men. See you yon coin o'theCapitol, yon corner ſtone ? 

Sic. Why, what of that? 5 3 

Men. If it be poflible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of Rome, eſpe- 
<ially his mother, may prevail with him. 

Sic. Is't poſſible that ſo ſhort a time can alter the con- 
dition of a man? 


Men. There is difference between a grub and a but- i 


terfly; yer your butterfly was a grub; this Marcius is 
grown from man to dregon ; he has wiogs; he's more 
than a creeping thing. - | 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly, 


Men, 


4 
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- Suſpend your anger tiil you hear 
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Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers ts 


mother now, than an eight years old horſe. The tart- 
neſs of his face ſours ripe grapes. Mark what mercy 


his mother ſhall bring from him ; there is no more mercy 


in him, than there is milk in a male tyger; that ſhall 


our poor city find; and all this is long of you. 
1 Cie. O doleful tiding! 


2G. O woeful day! - 
3 Cit, What will become of us? 
1 Cit. Let us ſeize the two tribunes that cd ban | 


: bim, and throw them down the Tarpeian rock. 


Brut. friend. . 


Sic. * good Menenios, ſave us, ſtand our 
Men. Not I; they may hang, drown, burn, or break 


Four worthleſs n-cks from the rock; tis all one to me. 


Citi. Away with them. [Exzr. 
om. Hear me, fellow citizens! 


How the entreaties of his mother, wife. | 
And our moſt noble matrons, work upon him. 
They yet may bring us peace. 

Cits. We will. 


Com. The Roman Gods proſper their — — 


AT V.. AE 
SCENE, Camp. The Folſcian Lines. 


Zam Marcius, Aufidius, Voluſius, Yo!/cian Officers 
ewith Files of Soliliers, and Standard. bearers e1cither 
Side diſcovered. TheRoman Ladies advance lowly be- 
twixt the Files of Solditrs, wich Volumnia, Virgilia, 


_ young Marcivs, and Valciia at * head, all clad in 
morning. 


Mar. ERE, noble Tales, 6t, and Judge wy con- 


duct, 


Nor 1 to check me if I act . 


A. Marius, the Volſcian fate is in thy hand. 
Alar. „ wife comes foremoſt, then the honour'd 


| Wherein this trunk was foe? d, and in her hand 
The grand · child to her blood. But out, affection 


All bond and privilege of nature break 


Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate. { Virgilia bends. 
What is that curtſry worth ? or thoſe dove's 8 


Which can make gods n ? 


My 


© 
% 


THE ROMAN MATRON. 41 
My mother bows, | [ [Volumniaderth, 
As if Olympus to a mole-hill ſhould 
In ſupplication nod; and my young boy 
Hath an aſpe& of interceſſion, which 
Great nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volſcians 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; I'll ſtand 
As if a man were author of himſelf, 
And knew no other kin. | 
Vir. My lord and huſband; vr 
Mar. I melt, and am not of ſtronger earth than others, 
©, a kiſs, long as my exile, ſweet as my revenge! 
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kit 
1 carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er ſince.— You gods! I prate, 
And the moſt noble mother of the world, 
Leave unſaluted: fink my knee i'th' earth; [| kneelr, 
Of thy deep duty more impreſſion ſhew, 
Than that of common ſons. | 
Vol. Thou art my warrior, | 1 
Do you know this lady ? [ Pointiag to Valeria, 
Mar. The noble ſiſter of Poplicola : 
The moon of Rome; chaſte as the icicle 
That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 
And hangs on Dian's temple. 


ys 


Fol. This is a poor epitome of yours, [/hewwing young M. 
Which by the — of full 1 | — 
May ſhew like all yourſelf, 
Mar. The god of ſoldiers, 

With the conſent of ſupreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleneſs, that thou may'ft prove 
To ſhame invulnerable, and ſtick i'th'wars, . 
Like a great ſea-mark, ſtanding every flaw, 
And ſaving thoſe that eye thee ! 

Fol. Your knee, firrah. | 

Mar. That's my brave boy. 

Vol. Even he, your wife; this lady, and-myſelf, 
Are ſuitors to you. _ 1 

Mar. F beſeech you peace: 
Or if you'd afk, remember this, before; 
The thing I have forſworn to grant,-may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics. Tell me not 
W herein I ſeem unnatural: deſire not | 
T' allay my rages and * with your colder reaſon. 


mBũ—ů— — — — — 
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Viol. Oh, no more! no more! 
+ You have ſaid, you will not grant us any thing: 
For we have nothing elſe to aſk, but that 
Which you deny already. Yet we will aſk, 
That if we fail in our requeſt, the blame 
May havg upon your hardneſs.— Therefore hear us. 
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volſcians, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in prirate.— Vour requeſt? 
Vol. How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither, For either thou 
Muſt, as a foreign recreant, be led 
= With manacles thro” our ſtreets; or elſe 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin, 
And bear the palm for having bravely ſhed 
Thy wife and childrens? blood. . 
Cor, I've fat too long. 
Fol. Nay, go not from us thus, 
If it were ſo, that our requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 
The Volſcians, whom you ſerve, you might condemn us 
As poiſoners of your honour. No: qur ſuit 
Is that you reconcile them ; while the Volſcians 
May ſay, This mercy we have ſberw'd ; the Romans, 
This we received: and each in either ſide 
Gire the All-hail to thee; and cry, Be left, 
For making 15 this peace ! 
Cor. Thoſe walls contain the moſt corrupt of men, 
A baſe ſeditious herd: who trample order, 
Diſtinction, juſtice, laws, beneath their feet; 
Anſolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue. 
Vol. Daughter, ſpeak you; 
He cares not for our weeping. Speak thou, boy ; 
Perhaps thy childiſhneſs will move him more, 
Than can our reaſons. There's no man in the world 
More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate, 
Like one i'th'ſtocks. Thou'ſ never, in thy life, 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courteſy ; 
When ſhe {poor hen) fond of no ſecond brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and ſafely home, 
Loaden with honour. <6 MF 
Auf. See, ſee, Voluſius, how the ſtrong emotions 
Of powerful nature ſhake his inmoſt ſoul! 
See how they tear him.—If he long reſiſt them, 
He is a god, or ſomething worſe than man ! 
Vol. He turns away: 


Down, 
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Down, ladies; let us ſhame him with our knees. 

Nay, behold us, 

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 

Does reaſon our petition with mote ftrength 

Than thou haſt to deny't, 

Vet give us our diſpatch: 

I'm huſh t unul our city be a- fire, 

And then I'll ſpeak a little. 

Vir. Since, Coriolanus, thou doſt ſtill retain, 

In ſpite of all thy mother now has pleaded, 

Thy dreadful purpoſe, ah! how much in vain 

Were it for me to join my ſupplications ! 

The voice of thy Virgilia, once fo pleaſing, 6 

How ſhalt it hope to touch the huſband's heart, 

When proef againſt the tears of ſuch a parent ? 

But I muft weep—O permit me 

To ſh:d iny guſhing tears upon thy hand, 

And take my laſt farewel! 

Cor. Leave me. 
Vir. J obey, —How bitter thus to part 

Upon ſuch terms to part; perhaps for ever! 

But tell me ere 1 hence unroot my feet, 

When to my lonely home I ſhall return 

Cor. Come, and complete my happineſs at Antium, 

You and my honoured m ther — 

There ſhall you fee with what reſpeC the Volſci 

*Will treat the wife and mother of their general. 
Vel. Treat us thyſelf with more refpect, my ſon ; 

Nor dare to ſhock our ears with ſuch propoſals. 

Shall we defert our country, we, who come 

To plead her cauſe !—Ah, no! A grave in Rome 

Would better pleaſe me than a throne at Antium. 
Cor. Ceaſe, ceaſe, to torture me 

You only tear my heart, but cannot ſhake it. 

By the immortal Gods 
Vir. Oh! vow not our deſtruRtion ! Falling on her knees, 
Fol. Daugther, riſe; 

Let us no more before the Volſcian people 

Expoſe ourſelves a ſpectacle of ſhame. . 

Hear me, proud man! | have 

A heart as ſtout as thine, I came not hither 

To be ſent back rejected, bafiec, ſhamed, 

Hateful to Rome, beceuſe I am thy mother: 

A Roman matron knows, in ſuch extremes, 


E 2 What 
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What part to take. 1 6 | 
Go! barbarous fon.! go! double parricide, 
"Ruſh oer my corſe to thy beloved revenge 
Tread on the bleeding breaſt of her, to whom 
Thou oweſt thy life.— Lo! thy firſt vidim ! | 
| {Drawing a dagger. 
Cor. (Seizing her hand.) Ha! what mean'ft thou? 
© Pol. Todie, while Rome is free. 
Cor. Set not thus 
My treacherous heart in arms againſt my reaſcn. 
Here! here thy dagger will be well employed; 
Pity me, generous Volſcians !—You are men 
Muſt it then be? — My & fled words refuſe. 
A paſſage to the throes tht wriny my heart! 
Pol. Nay, if thou yieldeſt, yield like Coriclanus ;- 
And what thou do'ſt, do nobly ! | 
. , Cor. Here! 'tis done! | 
IThine is the triumph, Nature !—Ah, Volumnia ! 
Rome by thy aid is faved—but thy ſon loſt. 
Vol. He never can be loſt who ſaves his country. 
Cor. Ye matrons, guardians'of the Roman ſafety, 
We grant the truce you aſk ; 
Volſcians, we raiſe the ſiege. | 
7 {Coriolanus' urns do the Roman ladies, aubo retire. - 
Auf. * Tis as we wiſh'd, Volufius 
But mark me well-—-one offer more 
My honour bids me make to this proud man. 
If he rejects it, 
His blood be on his head, 
Vola. Well, I obey you. | 
Cor. I plainly, Tullus, by your looks, diſcern 
You diſappove my conduct. | 
Auf. I mean not to aſſiil thee with the clamour 
Of loud reproaches, and the war of words ; | 
But, pride apart, and all that can-pervert 
The light of ſteady reaſon, here to make 
A 3 fair propoſal: | 
Cor. Speak, I hear thee, 
Ln I need not tell thee that I have perform'd = 
| My utmoft promiſe. l hou haſt been protected; 
Haſt had thy ampleſt, moſt ambitious wiſh ; 
Thy wounded pride is healed, thy dear revenge 
Completely ſated; and, to crown thy fortune, 
At the ſame time, thy peace with Rome reſtored, 
Thou art no more a Volſcian, but a Roman. | 
| Return, 
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Return, return; thy duty calls upon thee, 
Still to protect the city thou haſt ſaved : 

Ic ſtill may be in danger from our arme. 
Retire : I will take care thou may'ſt with ſaſty. 
Cor. With ſafety !—Heavens !—And think'ſt thou 
Coriolanus | 
Will ſtoop to thee for ſafety ?!—No! my ſafeguard 
Ils in myſelf, a boſom void of blame. —— _. 
O *tis an act of cowardice and baſeneſs, 
To ſeize the very time my hands are fetter d 
By the ſtrong chain of former obligations, 
"The ſafe ſure moment toinſu't me, Gods! 
Were I now fiee, as on that day I was 
When at Corioli I tamed thy pride, 
This had not been. . 
Auf. Thou ſpeak'ſt the truth: it had not. 

O for that time again! Propitious gods, 

If you will bleſs me, grant it Know, for that, 

For that dear purpoſe, I have now 7 a 
Thou ſhoul'ſt return. I pray thee, Marcius, do it! 
And we ſhall meet again on nobler terms. . 

Cor. Till IJ have clear'd my hondour in your council, 
And proved before them all, to thy confuſion, 
The falſehood of thy charge; as ſcon in battle 
I would before thee fly, and howl for mercy, 

As quit the ſtation they have here aſſign'd me. : 
Auf. Thou can'lt not hope acquittal from the Volſcians? 
Cor. I do,—-Nay more, expect their approbation, 

Their thanks ! I will. cbtain them fuch a peace 
As thou durſt never aſk ; a perfect union 
Of their whole nations with imperial Rome, 
In all her privileges, all her rights. 
By the juſt Gods, | will | What would'ſt thou more? 
Auf. What would I more! proud Roman; this L 


would. Es. 

Fire the curſt foreſt where theſe Roman wolves 
Havnt and infeſt their robler neighbours round them; 
Extirp#te from the boſom of this land 
A falſe perfidious people, who beneath 
The maſk of freedom, are a combina. ion 
Againſt the liberty of human kind. 

Cor. The ſeed of Gols! I ö 
Whate'er her blots, whate'er her giddy faQtions, - 

There js more virtue in one ſingle year NY 

Of Roman ſtory, than your Volſcian aanals 


Can 
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Can boaſt, thro all your creeping dark duration! 
Auf. I thank thy rage. This full difplays the traitor: 
Cor. Traitor !—how now ! ——— 
Auf, Ay, traitor, Marcius. 
Cor. Marcius! 
Aa. Ay Marcius, Caius Marcius ; doft thou think 
Ill grace thee with that robbery, thy ſtolen name 
Coriolanus, in Corioli ? my | 
You lords, and head o'th'itate, perfidiouſly 
He has betray'd your buſineſs, and given vp, 
For certain drops of ſalt, your city Rome; 
I ſay your city, to bis wife and mother; 
Breaking his oath and reſolution, like 
A twiſt of rotten ſilk, never admitting 
Counſel o'th' war; but at his nurſe's tears, 
He whived and roared away your victory, 
That pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart, 
L:ok'd,wondering each at other, 
Cor. Hear'ſt thou, Mars? | 8 
- Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears. 
Cor. Meaſureleſs liar, thou haſt made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy? 
Cut me to pieces, Volſciavs, | 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy ? 
If you have writ your annals true, tis there, 
That like an eagle in a dove-coar, I 
Flutter'd your Voſſcians in Corioli, 
Alone I did it. Boy — But let us part, 
Leſt my raſh hand ſhould do a haſty deed 
My cooler thought forbids. 
Auf. I court Ts 
The worſi thy ſword can do; whilſt thou from me 
Haſt nothing to expect, but ſore deſtruction. | 
Quit then this hoſtile camp. Once mote I tel} thee 
Thou art not here one ſingle hour in ſaftey. 
Cor. O that I had thee, 
With fix Aufidius's, or more; thy tribe; 
To uſe my lawful ſword —— - 
Jolu. Inſolent villain. | | 
[Volſcian officers draw, and kill Mareius. 
Auf. My lords, when you thall know the great danger 
Which this man's life aid owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he i thus cut off, Pleaſe it your honours 
To call me to your ſenate, l' deliver | 
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Myſelf your loyal ſervant, or endure 

Your heavieſt cenſure. 

My rage is gone, and I am ſtruck 

With ſorrow. Bear from hence his body, 
Let him be regarded 2 
As the moſt noble corſe that ever herald 

Did follow to his urn. 

Beat, b-at the drum, that it ſpeak mournfully : 
Trail your ſteel pikes. Though in your city he 
Ha'th widow'd and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury; 

Yet he ſhall have a nob'e memory. 


A dead march, The Curtain drops ſlowly, 


THE END. 
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